STAM30UL, THE CITY OF

rious places In the interior of Asia.' In the excellent
restaurant beer flows freely. If the mystic word
"Verboten" were not absent from the walls, one
might fancy himself In Munich on entering the sta-
tion at Haidar Pasha. On the hill just above the
station lies the English cemetery, a delightful gar-
den of rest, full of hope and peace. It is beautifully
kept, and contains the home of the guardian, a Brit-
ish soldier, who lives with his wife and daughters In
a cozy stone bungalow fronted by flower-beds and
trees. Close to his house Is a grave with a broken
column, raised on a platform which is approached by
three steps and surrounded by a circular grass-plot.
Here I found a serious Montenegrin, one of the
workers in the cemetery, busily employed. He had
spread sheets of paper all over the grass-plot, and up
the steps of the grave, and had scattered above them
a great mass of wool which suggested a recent
sheep-shearing. When I came up he was adding
more wool to the mass with a sort of grave ardor. I
asked him what the wool was for and why he was
spreading it out. He glanced up solemnly and re-
plied:

"It Is for my bed.   I live In that shed over there
and am preparing my mattress for the winter."

And he continued quietly and dexterously to scat-
ter the wool over the tomb.

The cemetery, which looks out over the sea and
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